4 New SONG. 


USH about the briſk * proclain him an a 

rat the cares cf the worid can repine 

Our forrow to drown and diſpel fortunes frown, ; 

Jove ſent us, Jove ſent us the juice of the vine. 

Tiis bot this all ſets, true friendſhip protects, 

And irradiates the lamps of the clay. 

This the parſon's looks teach, tho? againſt it they preach || 

So regard them, regard them who pleaſes I ſay, 
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*T'is not long ago, ſince a Vi icar, I know 
Whoſe name cwere ungodly to tel, 
Round the bottle and bowl ſat with many a good bol, 
Full of glee, till ding dong went the bell : 
Then having a hickup and cheer'd with a kickup, 
© TI 4uſt go, or the church will complain, 5 
My 2 5 Hy den's think me rude, I {wear by my prieſts. | 
hoo 
I'll Juſt preach, 'I juſt preach and ie with you again | | 
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22 80 the parſon went ſtrait, tho' he Rigger'di in Seit, 
Wich his ſermon in memory's large cheſt: 
To the pulpit he roſe and ſoon fell in a doſe, 
And roar'd excellert cx:cl;ent wine l proteſt. 
The whole congregation in great conſternation, 


; But the clerk more devout, cry fir, ihey're all out'; 3 g 
| "Thea fill them, then fill them * my brave boys 
y the law *cis deſign'd, juſtice ili mould be blind, 


Yer ſhe'll peep it ſelf- intereſt but calls; | 
And l'm certain you would with a hogſhead that's 80⁰ 
Be has merry as the. beſt of them all. © ag 
I was ene af the gueſt as a man gone to reſt, 
And ſaid, Felo de fe, it is ſo; 
Cry'd the firſt of the | jury, and damn'd like a ſo 75 2 
Sir, not your fellow, I'd have you to know. | 
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4 1 orce kept a kind miſs, and urpriz'd i in blifs -- $ 
| With a Quaker a cuckoldy knave : ns” 
How now, you falſe punk? Why my dear, I was Sus | 
As ſh» reaſon'd Io well ] forgave. 
If to drk be a fault, for fo we*re all taught, 
And old Noah would tipple, they ſay, 
Then we gat her from thence that all mortals ol ſente 
| Should be ſons of old Noah, huzza! 
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